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him, "What would you suggest I take with me by way
of clothes to Chungking?"
Sir Frederick Puckle, K.C.I.E., LC.S., leaned back in
his chair and thought hard. Then, with his finger on
his chin, he said, "Oh! I should think a dinner jacket
should be enough." Sir Frederick Puckle was later trans-
ferred from the government of India to a department
of the British Embassy in Washington and often spoke
over the United States radio and on public platforms
in America as an authority on Indian affairs!
The other incident occurred over a broadcast script
for the All-India Radio, Bombay. I had been asked to
do a running commentary on a civic reception to be
given to the men of H.M.I.S. Bengal, a small ship of
the Royal Indian Navy which had sunk a much larger
Jap cruiser. It was absurd in the first place to have
to present a script for censorship of what was intended
to be a running commentary. In this script there was
a sentence wThich read, "H^re they come, smartly swing-
ing into Mahatma Gandhi Road/' All-India Radio's
Bombay chief, the Oxford-returned Mr. Lakshmanan,
ran his blue pencil through it. He was carrying out
orders, he said, and his latest directive did not allow
the name of Gandhi to be mentioned on the air.
"Hell," I said, "what can I do if there is a road
named after him?"
"We will have to ignore it, that's all," Lakshmanan
calmly replied. "You can say *a road/ We don't have
to mention its name/*
In the mood of despondency in which I frequently
found myself, I became increasingly critical of every-
thing that happened around me. I found it difficult to
stomach the news of the opening of a Hindu swimming
bath in Bombay when rigid segregation was doing